THE KONUNG OF WHITE WALLS

it was such fine stuff that it did not hide her hair, that
was blue-black and looked well with golden combs
in it or loops of rubies, and she never tried to hide her
face or the tight curls round her forehead. She
painted her lips and round her eyes, and pencilled her
eyebrows, which she kept very narrow and arched;
but she did not paint her cheeks, because she liked
their heavy, elegant cream colour. She wore a great
many thick rings, so that when Sveneld got her hand
and squeezed it he felt more cold stones than warm
flesh. When she stopped laughing and talked, she
spoke very fast and badly, giggling at the Russian
words, so that Sveneld was hard put to it to know what
she said. Almost all her maids seemed to be Greeks
too, small and pouting and dark, mostly, with their
hair done high like hers, and those long straight
dresses that hardly let you see what sort of breasts and
hips they had underneath. They were not to be
hurried unless they chose, and it was a long time
before any of the Varangs got within more than just
kissing distance. None of them talked Russian any
better than their mistress did, till at last Sveneld found
a slave-girl belonging to one of them who spoke it
well enough, but a little oddly, and then one day
suddenly brought out a round dozen words in his
own tongue.

They were behind one of the pillars in the court-
yard and he was giving her a lump of amber, as big as
her fist, with a spider caught in it, for Theophano the
Very Beautiful. He had bought it in the market from
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